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I burne and am a colde, 

I freefe amyddes the fyer, 

I fee flie doth witholde 
That is my honeft defy re. 

I fee my helpe at hande, 

I fee my lyfe alfo, 

I fee where (lie doth ftande 
That is my deadly fo. 

I fee how fhe doth fee. 

And yet fhe wil be blynde, 

I fee in helpyng me, 

She fekes and will not fynde. 

I fee how fhe doth wrye, 

When I begynne to mone, 

I fee when I come nye, 

How fayne Hie would be gone. 

I fee what wil ye more, 

She will me gladly kill, 

And you fhall fee therfore 
That fhe lhall have her will. 

I cannot live with ftones. 

It is too hard a foode, 

I wil be dead at ones 
To do my Lady good. 

The Death of ZORO AS, an Egiptian aftronomer, in 
the firft fight that Alexander had with the Perfians. 

■^T O W clattring armes, now raging broyls of warre, 
Gan pafife the noys of dredfuli trumpetts clang, 
Shrowded with fhafts, the heaven with cloude of dartes, 
Covered the ayre. Againft lull fatted bulles. 

As forceth kyndled yre the lyons keene, 

Whofe greedy gutts the gnawing hunger prickes ; 

So Macedons againft the Perfians fare, 

Now corpfes hyde the purpurde foyle with blood ; 

Large flaughter on eche fide, but Perfes more, 

Moyft fieldes bebled, theyr heartes and numbers bate. 
Fainted while they gave backe, and fall to flighte. 

The litening Macedon by fwordes, by gleaves, 

By bandes and troupes of footemen, with his garde, 
Speedes to Dary, but hym his mereft kyn, 

Oxate preferves with horfemen on a plumpe 
Before his carr, that none his charge ihould give. 

Here grunts, here groans, eche where ftrong youth is 
fpent : 

Shaking her bloudy hands, Bellone among 
The Perfes foweth all kind of cruel death : 

With throte yent he roares, he lyeth along 
His entrailes with a launce through gryded quyte, 

Hym fmytes the club, hym woundes farre ftryking bowe, 
And him the fling, and him the fhining fword ; 

He dyeth, he is all dead, he pantes, he reftes. 

Right over ftoode in fnowwhite armour brave. 

The Memphite Zoroas, a cunnyng c'arke, 

To whom the heaven lay open as his booke j 
And in celeftiall bodies he could tell 
The moving meeting light, afpedf, eclips, 

And influence, and conftellations all ; 

What earthly chaunces would betyde, what yere. 

Of plenty ftorde. what figne forewarned death. 

How winter gendreth fnow, what temperature 
In the prime tyde doth feafon well the foyle. 

Why fummer burnes, why autumne hath ripe grapes. 
Whither the circle quadrate may become, 

Whether our tunes heavens harmony can yelde 
Of four begyns among themfelves how great 
Proportion is ; what fway the erryng lightes 
Doth fend in courfe gayne that fyrft movyng heaven ; 
What, grees one from another diftant be, 

What ftarr doth lett the hurtfull fyre to rage. 

Or him more mylde what oppofition makes. 

What fyre doth qualifye Mavorfes fyre, 

What houfe eche one doth feeke, what plannett raffnes 
Within this heaven fphere, nor that fmall thynges ° 

I fpeake, whole heaven he clofeth in his breft. 

This fage then in the ftarres hath fpyed the fates 
Threatned him death without delay, and, fith, 

Fie faw he could not fatall order chaunse. 

Foreward he preft in battayle, that he might 
Mete with the rulers of the Macedons, 

Of his right hand defirous to be flam, 

The bouldeft borne, and worthieft in the feilde ; 
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And as a wight, now wery of his lyfe, 

And l’eking death, in fyrft front of his rage, 

Comes del’perately to Alexanders face, 

At him with dartes one after other throwes, 

With recklefie wordes and clamour him provokes 
And fay th, Necianaks baftard fhamcfull itayne 
Of mothers bed, why lofeft thou thy ftrokes, 
Cowardes among, Turn thee to me, in cafe 
Manhood there be fo much left in thy heart, 

Come fight with me, that on my helmet wearc 
Apollo’s laurell both for learninges laude, 

And eke for martial! praife, that in my fhielde 
The feven fold Sophie of Minerve contein, 

A match more mete, Syr King, then any here. 

The noble prince amoved takes ruth upon 
The wilfull wight, and with foft words ayen, 

0 monftrous man (quoth he) what fo thou art, 

1 pray thee live, ne do not with thy death 
This lodge of Lore, the Mufes manfion marre ; 

That treafure houfe this hand lhall never fpoyle. 

My fword fhall never bruife that Ikilfull brayne. 

Long gather’d heapes of fcience lone to fpill ; 

O how fayre fruites may you to mortall men 
From Wifdoms garden give; how many may 
By you the wifer and the better prove : 

What error, what mad moode, what frenzy thee ; 
Perlwades to be downe, fent to depe Averne, 

Where no artes flourilh, nor no knowledge vailes 
For all thefe lawes. When thus the foveieign laid. 
Alighted Zoroas with fword unfheathed. 

The carelefs king there finoate above the greve. 

At th’ opening ot his quilhes wounded him. 

So that the blood down trailed on the ground : 

The Macedon perceiving hurt, gan gnalhe. 

But yet his mynde he bent in any wife 
Hym to forbeare, fett fpurrs unto his ftede. 

And turnde away, left anger of his fmarte 
Should caufe revenger hand deale balefull blowesi 
But of the Macedonian chieftaines knights, 

One Meleager could not bear this fight. 

But ran upon the faid Egyptian rude. 

And cutt him in both knees : he fell to ground, 

^ ' Krcwitn a whole rout came ol fouldiours fterne' 
And all in pieces hewed the fely ftg, * 

But happely the foule fled to the ftarres, 

Where, under him, he hath full fight of all. 

Whereat he gazed here with reaching looke. 

The Perfians waild fuch fapience to foro-oe. 

The very fone the Macedonians wilht ° 

I-Ie would have lived, king Alexander felfe 
Demde him a man unmete to dye at all ; 

Who wonne like praife for conqueft of his Yre, 

As for ftoute men in field that day fubdued. 

Who princes taught how to difeerne a man. 

That in his head fo rare a jewel beares 
But over all thole lame Camenes, thole lame. 

Divine Camenes, whofe honour he procurde, * 

As tender parent doth his daughters weale, 

Lamented, and lor thankes, all that they can, 

Do cherifh hym deceaft, and fett him free. 

From dark oblivion of devouring death. 

Barclay wrote about i 55 o ; his chief work is the Ship 

cf Focles, of which the following extra# will fhew his 
ftyle. 

Of Mockers and Scorners, and falfe Accufers. 

* icurtlefs fooles, hafte here to our doftrine, 

Leaue off the wayes of your enormitie. 

Enforce you to my preceptes to encline, 
for here lhall I Ihewe you good and veritie • 

Hi 1 f' • i . "iall great prolperitie, 

Entuing the dobtrine of our fathers olde, 

And godly lawes in valour worth great o-olde. 

, that wiil fo!lowe the graces manyfolde 
Which are in vertue, fhall finde auauncetnent • 

Wherfore ye fooles that in your finne are bolde,' 

Ajo-r-f wifdome, and leaue your lewde intent, 

Wildome is the way of men molt excellent : 

1 herlore haue done, and Ihortly fpede your pace, 
o quaint your felf and company with grace. 

Lea,rne 
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Lcarne what is vertue, therin is great folace, 
eame what ,s truth, iadnes and p. udence, 

It orutche be gone, and grauiue purchafe, 
tor&e your folly and inconuenience, 

>ffe to be fooles, and ay to lue omnee, 

;£= ve vertue, ch.de roote of godlynes, 

? 0 r it and wifedome is ground ot clenlynes. 

zsz. • * 

Jut in this little barge in _ ; 

an foolifli mockers I purpofe to repreue, 

Aawe he his backe that feeleth itche or greue. 

Mockers and fcorners that are hards of beleue, 

Witha rou°h combe here will I clawe and grate, 
r„ oroue if they will from their vice remeue, 

Ld leaue their folly, which caufeth great * 

Suche caytiues fpare neyther poore man nor ellate, 
i,„ d where their felfe are mode worthy denfion, 

“her men to liorne is all their mod condmon. 

Yet are mo fooles of this abufion, _ 

Whiche of wife men defpileth the dodlrine. 

With mowes, mockes, fcorne, and collufion, 
Rewardino- rebukes for their good diicipline . 

3hewe to fuche wifdome, yet lhall they not encline 
Unto the fame, but fet nothing therby. 

But mocke thy dodtrine, ftill or openly. 

So in the worlde it apptareth commonly. 

That who that will a took rebuke or blame, 

A mocke or mowe fhall he haue by and by : 

Thus in derifion haue looks their fpeciall game. 

Corred a wile man that woulde eichue ill name, 

And fayne would learne, and his lewde life amende. 
And to thy wordes he gladly fliall intende. 

If by misfortune a rightwife man offenae. 

Fie o-ladly fuffereth a lufte corredion, 

And°him that him teacheth taketh for his frende. 

Him felfe putting mekely unto fubiettion, 

Folowing his preceptes and good diredion : 

But yf that one a foole rebuke or blame. 

Fie lhall his teacher hate, flaunder and diffame. 

Howbeit his wordes oft turne to his own fhame. 

And iiis owne dartes retourne to him agayne. 

And fo ib he fore wounded with the fame. 

And in wo endeth, great mifery and payne. 

It alfo proued full often is certayne. 

That they that on mockers alway theii mindes caft 5 
Shall of all other be mocked at the laft. 

He that goeth right, ftedfaft, fure, and faff. 

May him well mocke that goeth halting and lame, 

And he that is white may well his fcornes caft, 

Agaynft a man of Inde : but no man ought to blame 
Anothers vice, while he vfeth the fame. 

But who that of finne is cleane in deede and thought. 
May him well fcorne whofe liuing is ftarke nought. 
The fcornes of Naball full dere fhould haue been bought, 
If Abigayl his wife difer te and fage. 

Had not by kindnes right cralty meanes fought, 
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Two and fortie children rent and -torne, 

For thev the prophets Flelyfeus did Icoine. 

So might they curfe the time tnat tn r y • - 
For their mocking of this prophete diuine - ■ 

So many other of this lort often mouine _ 

For their lewde mockes, and tali into nunc. 
Thus is it foly for wife men to encline, 

To this lewde flocke of fooles, for ice thou flia. 
Them mofte fcormng that are moft Dad o. all. 

The Lenuoy of Barclay to the fooles. 

Ye mocking fooles that in fcorne fet your iov. 

Proudly defpifing Gods punition : 

Take ye example by Cham the forme of Noy, 
Which laughed his father vntodenlion, 

Which him after curfed tor his tranfgreflion. 


About the year 1553 wrote Dr .Jfilfon, a man cele- 
brated for the politenefs ot his ftyle, and the extent or 
his knowledge : what was the ftate of our language in 
his time, theVollowing may be of ule to (how. 

T>Ronunciatton is an apte orderinge bothe of the voycc, 
i countenaunce, and ali the whole bodye, accordynge 
to the worthines of fuche woordes and mater as by 
fpeache are declared. The vfe hereof is fuche ror anye 
one that liketh to haue prayle for tellynge his tale in open 
aflemblie, that hauing a good tongue, and a cornel ye 
countenaunce, he fhalbe thought to pafle ail other that 
haue the like vtteraunce : thoughe they haue much bet- 
ter learning. The tongue geueth a certayne grace to 
euerye matter, and beautifieth the caufe in like maner, 
as a fwete foundynge lute muche fetteth forthe a meane 
deuifed ballade. C;r as the founde of a good inftrumente 
ftyrreth the hearers, and moueth muche delite, fo a 
cleare loundyng voice comforteth muche our di-intic 
eares, with muche fwete roelodie, and cauleth vs to a!- 
lowe the matter rather for the reporters fake, then the 
reporter for the matters fake. Demofthenes therfore, 
that famoufe oratour, beyng afked what was the chiefefb 
point in al oratorie, gaue the chiefe and onely praife to 
Pronunciation ; being demaunded, what was the feconde, 
and the thirde, he ltil made anfwere Pronunciation, 
and would make none other aunlwere, till they lefte 
afkyng, declaryng hereby that arte without vtteraunce 
can dooe nothyng, vtteraunce without arte can dooe 
ri»ht muche An ; no doubte that man is in outwarde 
apparaunce halfe a good clarke, that hath a cleane 
tongue, and a comely gtfture of his body. yEfchines 
lykwyfe beyng banmfhed his countrie through Demofthe- 
nes, when he had redde to the Rhodians his own oration, 
and Demofthenes aunfwere thereunto, by force whereof 
he was banniihed, and all they marueiled muche at the 
excellencie of the fame: then ( q d iEfchines ) you 

would have marueiled muche more if you had heard 
hymfelfe fpeak it. Thus beyng caft in miferie and ban- 
niflied for euer, he could not but geue fuch great reporte 
of his deadly and mortal ennemy. 


Thus have I deduced the Englijh language from the fuch a manner that Its progrefs may be eafily traced, and 

age of Alfred to that of Elizabeth ; in l'ome parts im- the gradations obferved, by which it advanced from its 

perfedtly for want of materials ; but I hope, at leaft, in firft rudenefs to its prefent elegance. 
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